INTO  BELGIUM
villages of the North-East. Mighty indeed must
have been its leap forward, with its hundreds of
thousands of men, thousands of vehicles, guns and
tanks, three hours after the order had been received.
The orderliness and perfection of its movement were
beyond praise. The roads I followed were just
endless convoys. I saw not a single breakdown or
stoppage. The traffic police, calm as if they had been
in Piccadilly, were spaced along the pavements
directing the moving columns quickly. Long, equal
intervals separated the vehicles, making air attack
difficult and ineffectual. As soon as a column halted
for any reason, the men leaped down and positioned
their anti-aircraft guns in the adjoining fields.
Nearer the battle-line, I followed soldiers on foot,
Scottish marching under the trees on either side of
the road in widely separated platoons, like the
attacking columns in the last war. They whistled a
march as they swung along. Yes, this British Army
was an army of very good troops but the pity was,
and it was a pity indeed, that there were not enough
of them.
The welcome the Belgians gave to the French and
British troops was magnificent. The inhabitants
stood on the doorsteps of every tiny village, every
giant-belfried town. Young girls gave the soldiers
flowers. 'God be with you always!' they said, and
their faith brought tears to our eyes. Lorries,
armoured cars, and tanks were covered with lilac.